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The Tfdgedk pj 

'Bufi). Tis nothing bur cone cite (my gracious Lady ) 
gHeette. Tisnothinglelle, Conccireis ihlldcriude - 
From fomc forefather Griefe, mine is not fo j 
For nothing hath begot my fomething griefe. 

Or fomethinghath the nothing that 1 grieue, 

Tis in rev crlion that i docpoll'elle: 

But what it is, that is not yet khowne, what 

I cannot name, tis nameleifewoe I wot. * * ^ J/.m 

Greene. God faue your Maieftie, & well met gentlemen. 

I hope the King is notyctfhipt for Ireland, * 

w .... £0?™' Why hopeft thou fo ? tis better hope he it. 

For his defignes craue haft, his haft good hope : 

Then wherefore doft thou hopehe isnotihiptl 

, Greene, That he our hope might haue retirde his power 
And driuen into defpairean enemies hope, r 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in thisland. 
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The baxitfatEnlliHgibrooke repeales himfelfe, 
And with vplifted armes islafe 
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. _ afe ariude at Rauenjinreb, 

Jgueene. Now God in heauen forbid. 

Greene. Ah Madam, tis too true; and that is worfe: 
TheLord Northumberland, his young SonH. Percie 
The Lords of Roire,Beaumond, and Willoughbie, * 
With all their powerfull friends, are fled to him. 

Bujb, Why haueyou not proclaim'd Northumberland 
And the reft of the rcuolting fatfion, traytours } 

Greene, Wehaue, wherevpon theEarle of Wcrcefter, 
Hath broke his StafFe, refignd his Stewardfhip, 

And all the houlhold feruants fled with him to Bullinobroke 
^ a AUU So , Gr€ f ne »thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
v £ nd ^ ullln g br o°ke. my for r owes difmall heire : 

Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodieie. 

And I a gafping newdeliuered mother, 

Hauewoetowoe,fbrrbwtoforrowioynd. 

Unfa. Difpaire not Madam* 

Qneene. Who fiiali hinder me? 

I will dilpairc and beat enmitie 
With couetous hope, he is a flatterer, 

A partite, a keeper backc of death, : 
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Richard the Second, , ; 

Who ctotly would diflolue the bands of life, • 

Winch falfe hopelingcrs in extremitie. 

Greene. Heere comes the Duke of i orfce, 

Qneene. With fignes ofWarre about his aged necke ; 
OhfuU of carefull bufinetfe are his lookes: 

Vnckle/or Gods fake fpeakc comfortable words. ^ 

Torke. Should I do lo, I Ihould bcly my thoughts,. , 

Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothingliues but crolfes,care, and griefe. 

Your Husband he is gone to faue farre off, 

Whilft others come to make himloofe at home 1 ^ 

Heere am I left to vnderprop his Land, 

Who weake with age,cannot fupport my felfe. 

Now comes the ficke houre that his furfetmadc, 

Now (hall he trie his friends that flattered him. 

Serning. My Lord, your fonne was gone before 1 camc> 
Torke. He was, why fo* go all which way it will: 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they arc cold, 

And will (I feare ) reuolt on Herfords fide, 

Sirra, getthectoPlafliic to myfifter Glocefler, 

Bid her fend me prcfently a thoufand Pound, 

Hold take my Ring. _ ... 

Ser. My Lord, 1 had forgot to tell your Lordlhip, 

To day I came by and called there; 

But 1 (ball grieue you to report the reft. 

Torke, Whati’ftknaue. ^ 

Ser. An houre before I came, the Dutchefle died* 
f Torke. God for his mercy 1 what a tide ofwocs 
Comes ru fhing on this woefull Land at once 2 
I know not what to doe; I would to God , 

(So my vntruth had not prouokt him to it) 

The King had cut of my head with my brothers,. 

What, are there two Poftsdifpatcht for Ireland? 

How fiiall we doe for money forthefe Wanes ? 

Come Sifter, Coofin I would fay ; pray pardon me J 
Goe fellow, get thee homc,prouide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there,. 

Gentlemen, willyou goe mufter men* 
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